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Waftings from the Wings. 

Mr. Cuas. Morton, the father of London music hall managers, 
has recently introduced Wednesday matin¢es at the Palace Theatre 
of Varieties, and evidently to the appreciation of the music-loving 
public, judging from the fullness of the house. Wishing to renew 
acquaintance with Albert Chevalier, who was billed, I went last 
Wednesday afternoon. The great imitator of “coster’’ vernacular 
was in the best of humours; he delighted the audience hugely. 
Not only did I burst with laughter‘at his rendering of‘ Knocked ’Em,” 
‘‘The Future Mrs. “Awkins,”’ and ‘‘Our Little Nipper,” but under the 
influence of his great power I felt somewhat misty, optically, 
when listening to ‘‘ My Old Dutch,” so sincere and straightforward 
did his pathos appear. Undoubtedly Mr. Chevalier is an artist who 
will always please. Mr. Herbert Linwood, who possesses a pleasing 
tenor voice, sang a couple of well-known, if somewhat ancient, 
ballads, which revived pleasant memories. The same may be said 
of Madame Monteith, who sang “It Was a Dream.’ Then an 
agreeable diversion is caused by the American Biograph, which 
shows photos of the current war, taken so recently as the 3rd inst. 
The musical director, Mr. Alfred Plumpton, is to be congratulated 
upon the degree of excellence to which, under his care, the 
orchestra hath attained. Another Chevalier matinée will be given 
next Wednesday, 20th instant, and the opportunity should not be 
missed. 

The next Alexandra Palace choral concert will take place on 
Saturday afternoon, July 23rd, when Mendelsshon’s ‘“‘ Hymn of 
Praise ’’ will be given, preceded by a new cantata, composed by Mr. 
Augustus Barratt, entitled ‘‘ Lancelot and Elaine.’’ The composer 
will probably conduct the first performance of this new work, and 
Mr. Henry J. Baker will conduct the ‘‘ Hymn of Praise.”’ 

The féte to celebrate Founder's Day at the Dr. Barnado’s Boys’ 
Home went off well. The audience was large, and the programme 
was large, but large as they were neither was as large as the 
Founder's heart. ‘‘Anything,”’ said the cynic, ‘‘may be proved by 
statistics.’’ But when we hear that 34,000 children have passed 
through the good doctor’s homes, and that 98 per cent. are known 
to have done well, such statistics can only prove that these homes 
are not the least valuable of our charitable institutions. Lord 
Brassey made an eloquent appeal for further subscriptions, and we 
cannot but believe that the response will be a hearty one. As for 
the boys and girls themselves, they looked the picture of health and 


happiness. 
‘‘ Are these poor waifs and strays?” we cried, 
‘“‘ These sturdy girls and boys- 
Gathered from all the country side 
To share life’s hopes and joys. 
Homeless—how sad their lot would be! 
How awful their temptations—” 
Ah, gentle readers, think of that 
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It has been remarked that nothing good can be obtained from 
Turkey. To some extent the remark is true. One remarkable 
feature has, however, been overlooked by the utterer, and that is 
the vegetable produce of Turkey, which is famous for its rhubarb 
and facile princeps tobacco. The latter is collected, under protection 
of the Ottoman Government, at the Régie Factory at Constantinople, 
there manufactured into cigarettes by the Turkish Monopoly Com- 
pany, who export to England. A Turkish “ Régie”’ cigarette in 
flavour, quality, and aroma is incomparable. 





Holidays for London’s Little Ones. 


(To theSEditor of * Fun."’) 
Ragged School Union, 
37, Norfolk Street, Strand, W.C. 

Dear Str,—You have heretofore so generously helped us by 
inserting appeals that I am confident our further request will be 
acceded to. Among the multitudinous operations in which the 
Ragged School Union is engaged the most pressing at the moment 
is that of providing brief holidays for the little ones before the 
summer is gone. Half-a-sovereigh will send one of them away for 
a fortnight, and if the majority of your readers cannot afford this, 
yr that they cannot spare one shilling, which will give 

Dryden says :— 





few are so p ( 
a child a day in the green fields. 
‘* Better to hunt in fields for health unbought 
Than fee the doctor for a nauseous draught.”’ 
Who will help the little ones to carry out the idea embodied in 
the foregoing couplet ? 
Thanking you in anticipation for inserting this, 


very truly, 


lam, yours 


JOHN KIRK, Secretary. 


A Cool Reception. 


‘Tramps who visit the Mutford and Lothingland Workhouse at 
Oulton are to have a cold bath in the future. The Guardians think 
that this will keep the tramps away.’’— Vide Press. | 


To ‘throw cold water’’ on the tramp, 
Is not a bad idea; 

His spirits it will, doubtless, damp 
When he is out of beer, 

And has no money for a “ doss,”’ 
To find his body bold (?) 

For shelter will be at a loss, 
Save he takes his bath cold ] 
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Irritating. | 
_ Superstishus. —‘*When one’s nose 
itches, what is it a sign of ?” 
Kommunsense. — ‘‘That it wants 
scratching.” 





6 
‘Spoony” On It. 
[In Sotheby’s rooms, a XVI. century 
seal-top silver spoon, weighing about 
loz. 6dwts., fetched the record price 
of £30 10s.) 
To some, such thing might be a boon 
(I mean to rich, collecting coon) ; 
But I'd call myself“ silly loon ” 
To ** fork out’’ so much for a spoon! | 








The Voices of Summer. 
THE tropical weather 
Is with us again, 
We pant for the heather 
The meadow and main. 
And (gayer and glummer 
But painfully clear) 
The voices of summer 
Fall soft on the ear. 


Next door they are talking 
Of taking a trip 
(One advocates walking, 
The other a ship) ; 
At Number 11 
They’re planning for Wales ; 
While over at 7 
They're practising scales. 
With language that’s fervent 
And wavs that are mean 
They’re scolding the servant 
At Number 18; 
A dandy of fashion 
Is pegging away, 
Declaring his passion 
To 17a. 




















And (though not worth knowing) 











From tongues indiscreet 








These secrets come flowing 
All over the street; 

For people talk idly 
And seem unaware 

That windows gape widely 
To let in the air. 





’ 
McQuarry’s Quarry. 
NEWS FOR THE GREAT 

TRIBE. 
(Mr. McQuarry, a Montana printer, is journeying round the 
world, pledged to observe the most embarrassing and humiliating 
conditions, in order to gain a wife.—Morning Leader. | 


ASTOUNDING ‘“ HENPECK ” 


McQvarry remarked to his lady-love’s sire: 
‘‘ Qh, to capture the hand of your daughter, 
I would pass like a cool salamander through fire— 
Like a lissom torpedo through water!” 
‘‘ Ha, talking is cheap,” said the cynical dad, 
‘‘ And by acting you’d please me much better: 
So a labour of love I'll ordain you, my lad— 
Which unless you perform, you won't get her!” 
To the test, though it dazed him, McQuarry agreed; 
So a trot round the globe, with a couple 
Of ugly, big dogs and an inky-black steed— 
A trot round the globe, with his supple 
Young limbs in Quixotical garments arrayed, 
While a mask on his face he doth carry 
And a blade on his loins—such a trip must be made 
To enable McQuarry to marry ! 


He was, further, enjoined to start penniless forth, 
raiment, horse, saddle, bridl 
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and yet they don’t move! 




















IS BLIND. 
A HARWICH(ING) EVENT. 


Bather.—‘ Well, this is a nice thing! 


LOVE 


Here have I been waiting half-an-hour, 


? 


And we hope he’l! succeed—(when we heard of him last, 

He had pluckily “ fetched”” Yokohama) 
ut our aim is to name the critiques that are passed 

On this wonderful comedy-drama 

By some Benedicts sour whom we happen to know. 
For they swear by Xantippe’s loud thunder 

That a similar test they would fain undergo, 
If their conjugal chains it would sunder ! 

But to think that such difficult deeds should be wrought 
sy a swain for the sake of obtaining 

A wife! Nay, the thought is too odd to be thought! 
And they tell us, deriding, disdaining, 

That the curse of March hares and of hatters, alas ! 
Must this globe-trotter harass and harry, 

Since McQuarry is making himself such an ass, 
To enable McQuarry to marry ! 


Overheard at a Soiree. 
Mr. Sarcent, R.A., exhibits eight portraits on the walls of Bur- 
lington House. 
He (tentatively).—'‘ Been to the Academy, I suppose.” 
i alked through the rooms.”’ 
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She (casually).—* We just w 
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THE POINT OF VIEW. 


Tommy.—‘‘ Are you a pirate?” 
Longshoreman,—* Lor, no, sir!” 
Tommy.—‘‘ A smuggler, then?” 
Longshoreman.—‘ No, nor that neither!” 


Tommy.—‘' Oh, dear! Would you kill a Frenchman if you saw o 


Longshoreman.—*‘' Don’t reckon I should, sir!’ 


’ 


Tommy.—‘' Well, J don’t think much of you, that’s all!’’ 


Procrastination: The 
Curse of Spain. 


PEACE :— 
THE time has passed for fighting on, 
The time for Peace has come. 
The sword dead warriors bequeathed 
May now, with honour saved, be 
sheathed, 
And stilled the rolling drum. 
ted War may hide her dreadful face ; 
Your ships, no longer tossed 
From shore to shore, may havens find, 
No more the sport of every wind ; 
Now all but honour’s lost. 


Why struggle on, when struggling costs 
A wealth cf heroes’ lives ? 

Why struggle on, when day by day 

Severer grows the awful fray 
For him who still survives ? 

The brave may bow to greater odds, 
Though loved a soldier's grave ; 

More loved is peaceful labour’s realm, 

Which war still strives to overwhelm, 
Which I alone can save. 





You've bravely stood too hard a strain, 
‘Tis time you gave to crippled Spain 
A period of repose. 
To die is well if aught be gained, 
But ceaseless, fruitless strife 
Still wounds you more and leaves you 
less, 
Till valour grows foolhardiness, 
And stilled the nation’s life. 


Come, grasp my hand and face the 
world, 
Men know that you are brave. 
Now, prove that you are also wise, 
And take me as the fairest prize 
Still left for you to save. 
Be wise, be strong, with that wise 
strength 
That scorns mere futile rage— 
The medieval spirit’s dead, 
And I have come to be instead 
The Spirit of the Age. 


ee cei ll 


ne?” 


Your foe is master of the sea; 
By land he presses on— 
Oh, yield—while you can yield with 
grace, 
In yielding there is nothing base 
When all but honour’s gone. 


No country but has known defeat 
But that alone is great— 

That for the worst can still prepare ; 

That knows to strike or to forbear, 
To fight or bow to Fate. 

From out war’s ashes Peace may rise 
Still fairer than before— 

So learn in time it is not well 

To make this earth a living hell 
By waging useless war. 


Come, clasp my hand, and never fear 
That men will murmur ‘“‘ Shame !”’ 

A brave surrender, nobly sad, 

Will bring no shame, but simply add 
New lustre to your name. 

Alone you stand, as first you stood, 
Of colonies bereft— 
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dd PROCRASTINATION: THE CURSE OF SPAIN. 


PEACE.—“MY VALIANT FRIEND, DISCRETION IS THE BETTER PART OF VALOUR; LET ME COME IN NOW, 


DD ’ Dr t WHI LMI ' ’ 
’ ERE YOU ARE OVERWHELMED. 
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g TEI “ TR 3 SHALI RETURNED TO Spain.—dJuly 14th. 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 20.) 
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“Fourteen Days; A Romance of Margate.” 
CHAPTER 9,—“ EXPLANATIONS.” 


“Ma” Perkins’ eyes blazed with righteous indignation as she 
made her way along the sands towards her lord, followed by 
Jemima and Harriet. She was scarcely prepared, however, for her 
chilling reception. ‘Pa’ Perkins’, face was thunder personified. 





“Me! Me receive A BILLy-poo !” 


‘* Betsy Perkins,” he said sternly, ‘‘ you ought to be ashamed of 
yourself, and at your time of life, too.” 

‘* What is there to be ashamed of ‘Pa’? Dear! oh, dear! if a 
poor woman can’t havea dip in the sea without you a bringing a lot 
of brazen young men down to the edge of the water! I’m ashamed 
of you, ‘Pa’’’! 

‘Don’t talk to me, woman, about sea-bathing; it ain’t that. 
That’s alla blind. I see’d you with my own eyes in the camera 
obscura.” 

‘* Never been there in my life!’ retorted Mrs. Perkins. ‘ Don’t 
like them dark, pokey, little holes, and I ain’t done nothink I’m 
ashamed of. Sothere! Ain’t it ’ot (to Algernon)?” 

“Don’t talk to that young man before my very eyes, Betsy 
Perkins,” roared Mr. P., getting red in the face. ‘It’s bad enough 
to receive billy-doos from him, without haggravating your offence.”’ 

‘“Me! Me receive a billy-doo- -as you calls it—from a whipper- 
snapper like that? I should just like to catch him at it, that’s all. 
Nathaniel Perkins, you've been drinking !"’ 

‘* Mr.—Mr. Perkins,” stammered Algernon, looking from one to 
the other in astonishment. ‘There has, I’m afraid, been some 
dreadful mistake. I certainly would never take such a liberty.” 

“Then do you deny you sent a love-letter?” said Mr. Perkins facing 
round. ‘‘ You may as well own up, because I’m going to pack ’em all 
off to Peckham to-morrow.” 

*T certainly did send aer—er love-letter,” said Algernon blushing. 

“There! you hears ’im, Betsy. He howns hup.” 

‘But not to this lady. It was sent to your daughter, Betsy 
Perkins,” said Algernon hurriedly. ‘The boy I sent must have 
bungled the matter horribly, and how you got hold of it I can’t 
conceive, for the letter did reach its destination, for I’m now the 
er—er——.”’ 

‘* Well, sir?” 

“The accepted suitor of your daughter Betsy.”’ 

“Well, I’m darned,”’ chuckled ‘Lord’ Faversham, “and ‘im 
only a counter-jumper too.” 

‘* A what ?’’ echoed all the parties interested. 

‘*A counter-jumper at fifteen bob a week," replied his lordship. 
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aristocracy who might change places with him with advantage, as 
far as Manners are concerned.” 

‘T regret to say,” said Algernon, ‘that this is true, but I have 
never deceived your daughter, for she has known it all along, or 
guessed it. We intend starting a little drapers’ shop, like Jones 
and Higgins did, on our united savings, perhaps in Rye Lane, 
Peckham, and hope to live happily ever after.” 

“Very nicely arranged, upon my soul,” said Mr. Perkins, 
sarcastically, “but don’t expect any support from me. You don’t 
know the chance you’ve missed, my girl (with a glance at his lord- 
ship), and you don’t know what a shop costs, young man.” 

*‘ Now, look ’ere, Nathaniel, just you leave ’em alone,” said Mrs, 
Perkins. ‘I admires his pluck, I do. He’s worth half-a-dozen of 
the hupper ten after all. It didn’t cost much to start our little 
shop at Peckham, and it ain’t going to cost them much, so there! 
£20 and the front parlour made into a shop was all we had to start, 
and look at us now. Young man! Come hover ’ere and kiss yer 


future ma.” 

Alfred Figgins, dropping for once all his assumed gentility, and 
in full view of the general public, crossed the intervening sand and 
imprinted a fervent kiss on the lips of Mrs. Perkins, pronouncing 
her at the same time to be “‘ a right good old soul.” 

‘Yes! But what price me?” said Harry Smith, taking courage 
from the way things were going and sidling up to the other girls. 
‘‘T ain’t no lord either, and only said I was to take a rise out of old 
Alf. Figgins. I’m a counter jumper, too, from the same firm. We 
turns ’em out ‘all very fine and large’ from Nimble Ninepence 
and Company, don’t we Alf.? Ha! ha! and I loves the other 
girls, and the other girls love me. Don’t you, gals? But I can’t 
marry you both, yer know. No! no! Not for H.S. So we’ll just 
toss for it. Now, are you ready? Heads for Jemima and tails for 
Harriet, and the gov’nor shall see fair play.”’ 

** Now, look here, young fellow,” said ‘‘ Pa” Perkins, ‘‘I should 
recommend you to take a little walk for the benefit of your ’ealth. 
I’ve ’ad two pretty big upsets during the last half-hour, and I 
ain’t safe. Your friend, I can cotton to, cause he’s had the decency 
to choose one of my girls, but, when it comes to tossing up to see 
which one of the others is going to have you, I’ll see you —— 
All right, my dear, I ain’t going to explode again,” and ‘‘ Pa”’ 
Perkins mopped his face, turning his back on suitor number two, 
as he caught Mrs. P.’s warning glance. 

‘“‘ Jemima,” said Harriet. 

‘* Harriet,” said Jemima. 

‘*T don’t think we need detain his lordship.” 











ARM IN ARM WITH THE BLUSHING BETsY, 


‘No. We thank his lordship for his gracious offer, but fear that 
neither of v perly. fill such an Ha, 
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** Well, laugh away, girls! Yer quite right ; yer wouldn’t. And, 
another thing, yer don’t own the earth or these sands, and, if you 
want to get rid of me, it’s you that will ’ave togo. Here I sticks.” 


. . 


It was in the afternoon of the fourteenth day of the holiday that 
Harry Smith, lounging in the Station Hotel bar, waiting for the 
1-38 cheap fast, beheld a sight that filled him with spiteful regret. 

First of all came Alfred Figgins, arm-in-arm with the blushing 
Betsy, on their way to the station, followed by Miss Jemima and 
Miss Harriet, giggling and quizzing the pair in front, while “‘ Pa” 
and “ Ma” Perkins proudly brought up the rear. 

“My word!” sneered Mr. Smith. ‘Looks like a bloomin’ 
wedding already. I think I’ll spring the other one-and-three, and 
go up by a later train, like a gentleman.”’ 


(THE EnD.} 








Shocking Potentialities of Shock. 

[Our first four days of duress were most disagreeable. The 
Spaniards did not exactly ill-treat us, but were slow to recover from 
the shock of our ‘Yankee impudence’ in trying to block their 
harbour.’’—Lievut. Hopson (of Merrimac fame). } 


O SCHOOLBOY scamp, who, after raids repeated 
On Farmer Hodge’s apple-trees, wast nabbed 
In robbery’s act, deem not thyself ill-treated ! 
His whip not vengefully thy capturer grabbed 
While chastening thee. The shock of thy rude, rash, 
tank impudence had galvanised his lash ! 


Spruce chappie, who thy tailor long hast cheated, 
Spruce chappie, whom (the other day) he met 

And well-nigh killed--deem not thyself ill-treated ! 
He craved no payment of outstanding debt: 

But thy cool impudence so shocked his fists, 

That they were driven to murderous twirls and twists! 


Poor Edwin, who hast in no chair been seated 
Since Angelina’s sire’s “‘ wide-fitting twelves ”’ 
Besieged thy breeks, deem not thyself ill-treated ! 

To see two turtle doves enjoy themselves 
He grudged not: but the shock of gay galoot’s 
Bold impudence electrified those boots! 


Fair, bloomered girl, who (when thy bike had fleeted 
Thee Dorkingward) by Boniface wast driven 
From tavern door, deem not thyself ill-treated ! 
He’d well have welcomed thee, hadst thou but given 
Him time to quell the shock which made a prim, 
Meek, modest robe seem ‘“‘ impudent ”’ to him! 




















Jack of All Trades. 


[According to Mr. Poulteney Bigelow in the Century, if the worst 
came to the worst, the German Emperor is about the only crowned 
head who could turn to and earn his living. ] 


IF you wish to be smart at the humorist’s art, 
And write now and then a “‘ surpriser,”’ 
There’s none paves the way for a comical lay 
Like that excellent person, the Kaiser : 
His fire-eating words and his fist that is mailed 
Have served us when all other notions have failed— 
So sing ‘‘ Hoch”"’ to good Wilhelm the Kaiser ! 


If he broke, falling down, his Imperial crown, 
Like young Jack in the nursery story, 

With no Deutschers to rule, would he stand like a fool? 
Not he, for he’d take, con amore, 

Whatever turned up in the shape of a job— 

He can stitch like a tailor and patch like a snob— 
Oh, his handiness adds to his glory! 


And you never yet saw one more learn’d in the law, 
What fees he would earn as a pleader! 

If he tired of the Bar he could set up a par, 
Or act, at a pinch, as a reader ; 

So versatile he! it redounds to his credit 

That if he attempted a journal to edit, 
You would not pick holes in the leader! 


He could build you a ship, shave the hair from your lip, 
Ere a jarvey could utter ‘“‘ Be jabers !”’ 

In fact, he’s so deft there is really nought left 
Which is outside the scope of his labours. 

But as we have workers « igh in our shop, 





Our Village Entertainment. 


I SHOULD like to warn all good-natured, middle-aged gentlemen 
against taking part in amateur theatricals and other like entertain- 
ments which are prevalent in country parishes at dull seasons of the 
year. Last February I went to stay with some friends who were 
getting up their annual village concert. They arranged to play Box 
and Coz, filling up the programme with an ordinary penny reading, 
and I was installed as prompter and handy-man. Then my troubles 
began. I was told off to superintend rehearsals, paint some 
scenery, and erect the stage, besides teaching the rustic choir a 
couple of glees. I worked regularly from daylight till 11 p.m., lost 
ten pounds weight in a week, and was roundly abused for my want 
of energy. I never got a decent meal, and even my hard-earned 
crust and claret were poisoned by the overpowering atmosphere of 
Box and Cox. Nobody seemed able to make the simplest remark 
without quoting long extracts from the dialogue, to which some other 
maniac felt bound to reply in the same strain. If I complained 
that I was beastly cold and dog-tired, all the sympathy I got was 
the quotation, ‘‘ Very well, sir!” and if I didn’t echo this witticism 
I was set down as out of temper or singularly deficient in a sense of 
humour. 

At last the eventful evening arrived. Six inches of snow had also 
arrived a little earlier, and only the most sanguine of us expected 
anything like a decent house, To begin with, I got my feet wet 
through walking to the schoolroom, but that was a mere trifle. We 
started with the concert, performing to a dismal assembly of about 
two dozen. One of the glees came first, and of all the heartbreak- 
ing, discordant rows I ever heard that glee was the very worst. 
Phonographed, it would be a great acquisition to St. James’ Hall, 
as, in case of fire, it could be turned on, and would certainly empty 
the place in two minutes. I shouted myself hoarse in vain efforts 
to keep the thing together, but it was hopeless. We ended up like 
a@ run with fox-hounds ; a few were in at the death, and the rest 
tailed off anyhow. When the audience applauded, one man was 
still singing, and appeared to be much annoyed by the unseemly 
interruption. 

Then came the rector, whom we had weakly invited to give a 
reading. He gave it freely and fully—it lasted 20 minutes. No 
one knew what it was about, as he had an awful cold, and was 
assisted by an obligato of coughing and shuffling feet on the part of 
the audience, who took the reading as a personal insult and 
eventually relapsed into the sulks. When the concert was over 
there was a slight interval of half-an-hour while we arranged the 
scenery and got the actors made up. Then we found that a small 
detail had been forgotten—the footlights. Of course, they blamed 
me! They sent out for candles, and I had to stand for 45 minute 
in an abominable reek of tallow, with hardly enough light to read 
my prompt copy, which was in great request, as none of the actors 


knew their parts. Box was quite inaudible, while Cox made up for 
it by persistently shouting at the top of his voice; as for Mrs. 
Bouncer, she never by any chance came on at the right time. 

Then there was that mutton chop. I had provided the genuine 
article for rehearsals, but at the critical moment it was not to be 
found. Someone remembered seeing my host’s St. Bernard, which 
was always present, and very much in the way at rehearsals, with 
something suspiciously like raw meat in his mouth, so we gave u 
hunting. They blamed me! A yellow duster touched up with 
rouge wasn’t a very good substitute for the missing joint, but it 
was the best we could invent at a moment’s notice. The whole 
thing was an utter frost; if it had been a tragedy, the audience 
couldn’t have smiled less, till just at the finish, when Box and Cox 
pushed so hard against the door to keep out Mrs, Bouncer—who 
wasn't there, by the way—that the whole structure collapsed, 
scraping the skin off the bridge of my nose, and giving me 
a black eye. They blamed me, of course! To add insult 
to injury, the facetious Cox made a vile joke about my 
taking “ Knox”’ as well as prompting. The accident brought down 
the house, and there was vigorous applause for the first time; but 
that didn’t help me a bit, and I was unable to appear in decent 
society for a fortnight. 


We all went home in disgusting tempers, frightfully hoarse, and 
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TO BE SURE! 


‘*'Ow do they make ice cream, Jemmy ?” 


‘Wy, they bakes it in a cold oven, 0’ course! ”’ 


“ On Things in General.” 
By MR. “*Fon’s WaASHERWOMAN. 


Tue loss of the French liner La 
Bourgogne is one of the most terryble 
things wot ’as ’appened for a long time. 
It made my blood boil wen I read of the 
cowardly conduct—downright murderus 
—ofthem Frenchmen an’ Italians, an’ 
I fair ’ugged myself wen I reflected that | 
I am English by birth, an’ Irish by 
eddication, my schoolmistress ’avin’ 
been born in Dublin, of Scotch parients. 
With the English, ina case of danger, | 
it is allus ‘“‘the women and children 
fust,’’ an’ the men willingly sacrifice | 
there lives for the weaker creechurs. | 
The English are supposed to be more 
boorish than most furriners; better be 
boorish an’ brave, than _ civil an’ 
cowardly, I ses. But Captain Deloncle 
deserved to be a Englishman. Wot 
‘igher praise coud I give ’im? 

It is to be ’oped that Sir Edward 
Fry—’e’s no “ small fry’’—will be the 
means of settlin’ the Welsh coal trade 
dispute. Anyway, it ain’t likely to bea 
case of “ out of the frying-pan into the 
fire.”’ 

That was a queer thing in Oxford 
Street wen the wood pavement, for a 
distance of 80ft., took it into its wooden 
‘ead to rise hup in the centre of the 
street in a ‘“‘dome-like edifice.” The 
| roads often is ‘‘hup,’”’ but this was bein’ 
hup with a vengence. I suppose it was 
| either ‘‘swollen with pride ”’ or ’ad ‘‘ the 
| "ump.”’ 
| The Spanish Government seem to ’ave 
| conducted the war not quite so well 
| as I could ’ave done, or the littel 
| King of Spain hisself. P’r’aps it was 
| ?*im wot directed Admiral Camara’s 
| movements? Itlookslikeit. ‘Theend 

ain’t far off,” as the littel dorg sed wen 
| it gazed at the tip of its tail. 
| Did you read about that Shoreditch 
| landlady wot objected to ’er lodger ’avin’ 
‘is mealswith the other lodgers ’cause’e 
| ‘ad a bald ’ead? She did, an’ wanted 
| ’*im to dine alone, so ’e walked out of the 
| ’ouse, an’ she sued ’im for twelve shillin’s 
rent, but lost the day, as well as ’er 
lodger. Wot imperence on ’er part! 
I don’t say a bald ’ead is a thing 
I'd keep under a glass case, but 
| it ain’t so repulsive-looking as to spoil 
one’s appetite, as any fly will tell you. 
It appears that wen this pore, insulted 
man took the lodgings ’e ’ad is hat on, 
an’ I suppose looked more hat-tractive 
in the woman’s eyes. 











OE 








A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, 


CONSTIPATION, HEMORRHOIDS, 


most agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON | 


BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. 


47. SOUTHWARK STREET. LONDON, S.E.; AND SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS. 
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